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the execrable author, who is fled.    I fear this conflagration
will not end as rapidly as that in Holland!

I have left myself no room but for a codicil of scraps.
Mrs. Darner will be with me to-morrow. With the Pepys's
I have had small dealings yet, from his Chancery and the
House of Lords. Lady Jul. Penn had a very bad fall down-
stairs about a week ago at Windsor, and was much bruised,
but with no other bad consequences. The wife Agnes's pen
lies fallow, I hope her pencil does not. I will write but to
one if but one will write to me, and I will not keep a new
name I have just assumed, that of

HORACE FONDLEWIVES.

P.S.   Mrs. G-reville is dead.

2695.   To JOHN PISTKEBTOBT.

Strawberry Hill, July 31, 1789.

HAVING had my house full of relations till this evening,
I could not answer the favour of your letter sooner; and
now I am ashamed of not being able to tell you that I have
finished reading your Essay on the Ancient History of Scotland.
I am so totally unversed in the story of original nations,
and I own always find myself so little interested in savage
manners unassisted by individual characters, that, though
you lead me with a firmer hand than any historian through
the dark tracts, the clouds close round me the moment
I have passed them, and I retain no memory of the ground
I have trod. I greatly admire your penetration, and read
with wonder your clear discovery of the kingdom of Strath-
clyde; but, though I bow to you, as I would to the founder
of an empire, I confess I do not care a straw about your
subjects, with whom I am no more acquainted than with
the ancient inhabitants of Otaheite. Your origin of the
Piks is most able; but then I cannot remember them withe to every foreign power not to harbour
